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Of the poems 
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*♦ Jest Plain Dog,'^ 

Is included by courtesy of 

Aod 

''Poetry an' Rot,^ 

By courtesy of 

''NEW YORK HERALD.^ 



Th' Reason* 



Inspif atfon comes they say — 

Ftom cv'f y kind o^ soutce ; 
Th^ gf cat blue sfcy^ iV stimmef breeze, 

Cow, chicken, pig er hotse* 
But f er iV sake o^ woman. 

Most verse is undertook — 
So ef thcr^ hadn't been no Sally 

The/ mightn't a' been no book* 



^ 



Poetry an^ Rot. 

Th^ bringin^ up isv children 

^Z like thet ten pin game* 
Yew git a half-a-dozen balls 

An^ pitch ^m all iV same; 
Yew jest roll 'em one by one, 

Yew can't tell what yeVI git 
An' even while the'f in yet sight — 

Yew can't tell what yew! hit* 

An' so it is with children* 

Yew start 'em all alike, 
Th' only difFf ence bein' names, 

Say, Eben, Zeb er Ike* 
Wal' when th' safety-pin age is past 

An' off tew school they go, 
Then if they keep th^r faces dean. 

Why they all git a show* 





Fer instance take them boys o^ mine, 

(The pride o' this here heart) 
Fve worked purty dogf-goned hard 

Tew give them boys a starts 
An^ Zeb^ he^s a tendin^ store^ 

(Got regular business cares), 
An^ Eben^s doin^ mighty good 

A-f armin^ out on shares* 



Hank^s got a blacksmith shop — 

Busy night an^ day, 
An^ John, he alius stays f hum. 

An' helps me with th' hay* 
But Jim I Oh Lord ! Pm 'shamed 

Cy thet 'ere son* 
I mistrusted suthin' 

Soon after school begun* 






Wall— cz I said af ore» 

Them boys all hed that show 
'P leafn a trade, er go tew work — 

But Jim he wotildn^t go. 
He^d set that in th^ orchard, 

Alongside that 'ere hrook, 
Jest set thar writin' poetry — 

Said 'twas fer a book* 



Jim writ about th' summer time, 

An' writ about th' spring, 
An' writ about th' ol' oak tree. 

An' how th' birdies sing* 
An' then about th' babblin' brook 

That babbles on forever* 
Es if a brook was 'goin' t' stop 

Till it got tew the river I 





Jim writ about ^ tV oV saw-mill 

Thct oft lulled him f slccpl'' 
Now t^ my thinkin^ a saw-mill noise 

Ez ^nough t^ make yew creep* 
One verse was of th' '* Mooly cow 

With coat ez soft ez silfc ^ — 
But Jim wan^t nowhere nigh t* cows 

When it come time tew milk* 



'Nother one was ** Lovely snow^ 

S'beatifult^see^— 
But Jim wan^t up et 4 A* M* 

A-doin^ chores like me! 
But what^s th^ issc o^ namin^ ^em^ 

Er tellin' yew no more^ 
^Cause Jim he kep* a writin* — 

Why^ he must a writ a scorel 







Wallf last ycsitfjim, he went t^ towiv 

Jest 'f ote it got cold^ 
(This is jes^ tew show yew 

How them Qty folks ^ soId«) 
Thet boy got all them verses 

Printed in a book^ 
An^ th' dty people boti ght Vm ; 

Ez Jim says ^ it jes' toofc*^ 



I could tf ndefstan' thef^ likin^i 
Ef 'twas a treatise on a hoss^ 

Er how tew bring up chickens 
Without heyin' any loss* 

But yew never could advise Jim^ 
Since thet idee he first got^ 

An' writ what he calls poetry — 
But what I think is rot* 




Thcr' Didn't Seem Nothin' t' Say- 



When yoti wuz a boy an^ wuz kinder sweet 

On some gal thet yeh tise t' know ; 
An' yeh tise t' sit on th' oV back porch 

An' yeh didn't know when t' go* 
When thingfs wuz still as still cotild be^ 

N' there wuz somethin' yoa wanted t* tell, 
But yeh used t' jes' swingf on the demed ol' gate 

An' you didn't say nothin', cause — well— 
Ther' didn't seem nothin' t' say* 

I ken remember jes' like it wuz now— 

Tho' it's 'n awful long time ago — 
Since we walked home f rum th' meetin'-house, 

An' th' sun was jest a glow 
Thet wuz f adin' out $ you know th' time 

When yer thoughts is runnin' loose* 
But thoughts ain't words an' I couldn't speak— 

An' I tried but it wa'n't no use* 
Ther' didn't seem nothin' t' say* 
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Now brother Bill wuz a talkatiye cuss — 

With most of th' family looks* 
He knew all th' jokes in th^ almanac^ 

An' three er f otir other books* 
So he took t' walking home with us 

From th' meetin' on Thursday night- 
He didn't ask ef he wuz welcum er not^ 

But Bill wuz considered bright^ 
So ther' didn't seem nothin' to say* 

Folks at home alius looked on Bill 

Ez a kind of a hope an' pride* 
So th' ol' man spoke o' the gal we knew 

An' said I'd better step aside* 
Waif I don't know how my courage cum— 

I know I felt like a dunce— 
But she said yes, an' I tol' Bill 

'N he admitted, thet jest f er onc't 
Ther' didn't sum nothin t' say* 



Jest Plain Dog* 

He wazn't nothin^ but jest a dog— 
An' not much of a dog at that— 

His hair grew 'round in foolish spots 
'Bout th' shade uv an ol' door-mat» 

An' then he wuz kind o' shy on ears— 
One hed been chewed most up — 

An' his eyes— well, folks use' to' la^gh 
An' say when they saw th' pup — 
'Why he ain't nothin' but jest plain dog/ 

Never could teach him no fancy tricks. 

He never seem'd t' care. 
But somehow wher'ever I happened t' be — 

Why he was always there* 
So we sort o' became acquainted 

An' t'gether we sort o' stuck, 
'Cause fortune hed kind 'r slighted me. 

An' his was th' worst o' luck— 
'Cause he wasn't notiiin' but jes' plain dog< 
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Then she came — ^I s'pose this story 

Ain't niithin' strikin' new* 
An' i& what folks call prosaic 

An' may not interest you* 
But it sure did interest him'a lot 

An' he gfot t' f eelin' sore. 
Cause uv course she got my attention, 

An' he felt more an' more 
Thet he wasn't nuthin' but jest plain dog* 



I \x8it! t' dream uv her at night. 

An' picture her great blue eyes. 
An' feel her kisses against my cheek. 

An' hear her long soft sighs* 
Then she got tired an' went away- 

But he — ^he wouldn't go. 
He jes' kep' on bein' my friend* 

But she was a woman ye' know — 
An' he wasn't nuthin' but jest plain dog* 



^ 





Heaven in Kentucky* 



Mah idea of Heaven^ sah? 

WV ah should say a spot 
Wheh toses foah an endless space 

Mix with fo^ gfet-me-nots* 
Wheh mint grows in abundance^ sah^ 

An' ftim grows even moah; 
An' I could sip mah jiilip^ sah^ 

Beneath some vine-clad doah, 
With yo^ sah, as mah company 

To sheah mah comforts crumb* 
Why that's as neah to Heaven^ sah. 

As I should ca'ah to come* 
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La Months GaL 

You're f m th* east I take it friend ? 

Walt stun good ^uns come f ^m than 
We got a kid right here in camp 

As com Pm the east sum^ what* 
Jack Blake^s his name ; do yeh know him^ eh ? 

Cum out here f er his health* 
(Thet's th' reason they alius gives — 

The right word's likelier '* wealth '*)♦ 



He's away jest now on his weddin' trip, — 

Got married a month ago* 
He's showin' her off t' his friends I s'pose — 

She's a gal as can stand th' show* 
As pretty — ^why neighbor, ye'd need book words 

T' describe thet gal o' his. 
An' th' way he got her — ^wal thet's th' tale — 

An' a right good 'un it is* 






She wttz th* daughter o^ Jake La Mont — 

Thet's his cabhi that on th* rise — 
An' if weM a* been men of th* marrTin' kind^ 

Why she wuz a regfTar prize* 
But that's onV 'bout three in th' hull dem place 

As felt as they wanted a wif e« 
Yeh see we'r kinda' campin' round 

An' don't care f be tied fer life. 



Wal^ Bigf Bill^ he wuz stuck on the gal^ 

A sort o' drunken cuss ; 
An' Jim liked th' gal, but he wuz like Bill— 

Er perhaps a wee mite wuss* 
But th' ol' man wa'n't th' perticlar kmd, 

An' lowed it wuz time she splic'd. 
An' as thar wa'n't men 'nough t' go 'round — 

Why she'd better not think mor'n twice't 




Wal^ Big Bill an^ Jim kep^ a hangfin^ on, 

So th' or man tho't they'd do. 
Bfft th' galf who wuz kinder wise in her way^ 

She hit on a plan f er th' two* 
So she says ^Now th' one o' you thet swards off^ 

An* keeps perfectly sober an* straight — 
Remember ye* ain*t t* be dru nk^ not once*t — 

IK marry a year from date*** 



Th* gal she reckon she had a dnch^ 

(Most of.fis reckoned so too) 
But Big Bill says as he*d try it awhile, 

An* says Jim, *'I*m as game as you*** 
Ye see each wuz sure thet th* other*d stampede. 

An* couldn*t stand th* pace. 
An* bets wuz made by th* friends o* each — 

Jes* like a fight er a race* 





This tz whar younf^ Blake cum in, 
Ftesh f *m 'n Eastern town. 

An* th' boys all took f him fight Pum th* start- 
He wuz man clean down t* th* gr otin\ 

At one of the blow-otits give by th' boys 
O* course he met th' gal, 

An* we as wuz keepin* our eyes ha*f peeled 
Soon see *em commence t* paL 



Time went on month arter month. 

Big Bill touchin nary* a drop. 
An* Jim when he*d pass th* Mint Saloon 

*Ud simply say ** Cain*t stop **♦ 
Jack Blake when he he*rd *em making bets, 

*Ud kinder softly grin— 
An* me as wuz watchin* says t* myself— 

** Th* race* got a dark horse in*** 





Th' day o' rccfc'nin' cum tight dtis, 

An' th' gal hed a gloomy look, 
Fcr th' two gfaloots hed fcep' thar word 

An' nary a drink hed took« 
Blake's face hed sorter lost its smile, 

An' wtf z kinder stem an' set« 
An' I see as how he loved th' gal. 

An' was thinkin' a lot, you bet* 



Twttz th' day 'efore an' th' camp wuz still — 

Not even a gfame o' cards* 
Big Bill an' Jim wuz a stickin' clus 

T' the'r num'rous worthy pards« 
An' they kep' apart — ^kinder sore yeh know — 

TwttZ a funny gfame t' be in. 
An' each wuz a wonderin' how it 'ud end — 

Fer it seemed like they both *ud win* 
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'Bout half past eigfht, Bill, he gfits word 

A sayin' as Jim hed quit, 
An^ was ofeied in th' Mint Saloon* 

'Course it tickled BiU a bit 
An' he says ^ Cum boys, well jest hev one, 

I reckon 'twon't tell on me — 
Fer I feel thet I owe myself a drink 

Since Jim's g^one on a spree*" 



Wal, it seems thet Jim too, hed gfot word — 

Jes' like thet o' Bill— 
An' he ups an' does th' self same thing 

An' — ^wal, both of 'em gfot thar fiU. 
It didn't want many t' take effect, — 

Fer both hed been livin' straigfht — 
An' when they lef th' g^ang thet night 

They carried an' awful freight; 




Th' time wttz here an* th' year wuz up, 

An' th' weddin' come off on sched'gfe. 
Bttt Bill wan't that an* neither wuz Jim, 

Fet both on *em gfot the ^ hedgfe **• 
Th* gal looked sort o* ticfcTd t* death, 

Ez she walked up th* aisle with Blake, 
An* ev'ry one in th* hull dem camp 

Says t* him ^ Say, pard — shake*** 




Ain't Ych Comin' Home, Jim? 

Thctbox? Why thct has letters in. 

Letters thet^s dusty an^ old. 
Writ by her as wuz dearest of all, 

But now she^s jined th^ fold 
Thef s way up that^, n' tho^ I may look 

Ez if my chances wuz slim, 
On Judgement Day PIl hear her say — 

**Ain^t y eh comin^ home, Jim ? ^ 

Them letters ain't much litriture — 

'Cause all of 'm says th' same 
Jest askin' if Pm comin' back — 

An' never a word o' blame 
Fer gfoin' away, — ^thets how mothers is — 

She jest called it a whim. 
But th' closin' line in them letters a' mine 

Wuz ^ Ain't yeh comin' home, Jim? " 




I 




That^s jest one letter ict ev^tj week 

Since th^ day I went away — 
It wttz at thet time when th^ craze wuz on 

An' I jcs' couldn't stay — 
How I wish I hed# How Pd love toVe heard 

Her hunimin' some dear ol* hymn — 
'Ste'd o' writin' t' me — f as she held on her knee^ 

''Ain't yeh comin' home, Jim? '^ 



Her writin' gfot feebler ev'ry week — 

But I didn't notice o' course — 
Fer I hed th' fever o' f orty-nine. 

An' wuz g:ettin' it worse an' worse* 
Then a letter cum with a writin' strangle, 

An' black all 'round the rinv 
An' no words to me like I used t' see — 

''Ain't yeh comin' home, Jim ? ^ 





When I git f be a Full Grown Dog* 



Pm nothin' but a puppy, 

An' if s jcs' th' las' few days 
Thct Pve hcgun t' notice thingfs, 

An' wonder at th' ways 
Of full gftown dogs an' cats an' folks* 

An' Pve thought between my naps 
Thet some day my life 'd be like theirs — 

Jes' food an' sleep an' scraps — 

When I git t' be a full grown dog* 



Mother says Pm foolish, 

'Cause my legs refuse t' work. 
An' when I try t' wag my tail — 

Taint nothin' but a jerk* 
She says III never learn t' bark. 

An' tear up gloves an' shoes — 
But mother makes me tired 

An' III do jes' as I choose 

When I git t' be a full grown dog* 
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My brothers an' my sisters — 

There's eight of us all told, 
An' s'pose 111 kind a' miss 'm, — 

'Cause they say well all be sold j 
But Jes' now they keep on pesterin' me. 

An' steppin' in my eye* 
But III lick th' stuff in' out of 'em— 

That is, some day, bye an' bye. 
When I git t' be a full grown dog* 

An' now I guess it's dinner time* 

Onc't I he'rd a feller say 
Thet puppies hes a dinner time 

Each minute in th' day* 
But I've been kind of thinkin'— 

(An' I thought this out alone) 
Thet I better eat my fill right now, — 

'Cause there may not be no bone 
When I git t' be a full grown dog* 







They Say She's Comin' Back* 

They say she's comin' back again - 

I wonder if it's troe* 
An' I wonder if her memory 

Is diggfin' tip thingfs^ too, 
Like mine; bat I don't s'posc it is, 

'Cause I've jest stayed right here 
An' she's been travlin' all aroun'— 

Fer goodness I Most a year* 

They say she's comin' back again— 

I wonder if shell be 
Aroon' t* meetin' Sunday, 

An' I wonder if III see 
Her standin' up there in th' loft 

A' singin' with th' choir, 
An' me a' watchin' from below— 

Why, Heaven wa'n't no higher* 



\? 
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They say she's comin' back agfabi — 

I wonder if th' grass 
Ask* ttees an' birds an' brooks 1 know 

An' see her when shel pass* 
I wonder — if she saw it — 

Would she reco'nize that pine 
That I dumb up one afternoon 

An' carred her name with mine* 






They say she's comin back agfain — 

I wonder if shell stay* 
Er if she's jest a-visitin', 

An' then shell go away. 
But what's it matter after all ? 

It's how thingfs always goes — 
I keep a' thinkin' of last year, 

While she's f ergfot I s'pose* 
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If Her an' Mc Was* Us'. 

Some folks is stfongf fer bachelor life 
An' say that they don't need no wife* 
But Pd show 'em jes' where they're wrong:^ 
Fer life t' me 'd be one sweet songf — 
If her an' me was ^us"* 

I think I've asked her ev'ry way — 
I know Pre asked her ev'ry day ; 
Pve told her of th' things we'd get, 
An' how she'd never need t' fret — 
If her an' me was ^us "• 

Pve told her of th' house I'd build. 
An' how I'd have it always filled 
With sunshine, roses, an' th' rest. 
An' how she'd always wear her best — 
If her an' me was **iis^. 





Fd buy a horse^hait parlor set^ 
An' th' best rag:-carpet I could get^ 
An' one o' them yaller birds thet sing — 
I — Vd get her any dog-goned thing — 
If her and me was ^us ^* 



Vd sometimes drire her in t' town, 
An' then I'd show her all aroun'* 
'Cause I'd be proud an' stand up straight- 
Knowin^ she was my natural mate, 
If her an' me was ^ us"* 



Folks ^ud write ^Mrs.' when they wrote. 
An' she'd sign that below each note* 
A'n then th' stork might come our way 
'N — then ther'd be som'thin' else some day- 
If her an' me was ^ us "« 
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